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had we seen him last? Was he happy? Was his color
good? Had he been doing well with his studies? Had
he been ill?
Katie assured her that the son was blooming with
health, prospering in his studies, and that all was well
with him.
This good nev/s so overcame the dear old lady that
she threw both arms around Katie's neck and cried so
that tears ran in streams down her cheeks. And in no
time at all Katie was crying with her. They hugged and
sobbed as if their hearts were breaking. Here were two
women who had never laid eyes on one another until five
minutes before, now crying their eyes out in each other's
arms—because the son of one of them was well and
happy! Women are weird creatures—but I well under-
stood that Katie would be safely looked after in Baghdad
whether I went journeying on to the mountain of the
Yezidees—or to the Mountain of the Moon.
We sat and talked more calmly. Dr. Yacoub arrived,
a man of great charm and dignity. His welcome was less
emotional on the surface, but he, too, was very glad to
see us. Servants made coffee over a charcoal fire, on a
lower roof in the courtyard.
Would we not come immediately and live with them?
No? Well, then, we must come back many times. But
even so, we could not leave the house on this first visit
without taking with us a gift, for the sake of their son.
We protested while they discussed what it should be.
They led us into a big drawing-room, walls covered with
huge Persian tapestries, gilded Louis Seize furniture on
a hard earthen floor. The dear lady was for immediately
tearing down and bundling up one of the finest hang-

